SOME LETTERS OF
To Mary L. Mason
CHICAGO, Dec. 12, 1895.
MY DEAR MRS. MASON,
You are wofully ignorant of the sweet uses of memory if you can picture me forgetting your delightful invitation to spend a fraction of my Christmas week at your home. . . .
Whisper it not in Gath, but I hunger and thirst after the East with a carnal longing. I thought I had relegated all you subtlety-spinning New Englanders to the limbo of the effete, where you were tolerantly allowed to exist and confuse economic relations only because you are, after all, rather nice. But of late, in the still watches, your niceness grows luminous and summoning. I still disapprove of you, but I want to see you very bad.
Expectantly, WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY.
To Josephine Preston Peabody
CHICAGO, Dec. 15 [16?], 1895.
Just a word to tell you something of the immense good your letter did me. After I sent off
42nse, and a bottle of wine wherein we may drink to the meek brows of Her and It. Meanwhile, write.
